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Summary: "After all, to the well-organized mind, death is but the 
next great adventure." An autistic gamer who has spent his entire 
life in a cage of misunderstanding is given a second chance at life 
by an unknown force. Will he come to terms with his past with help 
from his idol, possibly in turn finding the love of his life or even 
changing the entire history of the this Spyro universe? 


1. Meeting his Hero, part 1 
TLOS: A Human's Redemption 
Chapter 1 a€" Meeting his Hero, part 1 

The 23-year old male lay there in the hospital bed, his green-dyed, 
shoulder-length hair splayed out upon the pillow. His now-dilated 
violet eyes losing their light, slowly but surely. 

"Mrs. Garter, I'm afraid he doesn't have much time. His pulse is 
nearly gone. The surgery went well, but I'm afraid he's had an 
adverse reaction to his medication." 

The woman wailed in misery at her son's immanent death while his 
father stared on with disinterest. 

As he clasped the hands of the woman he no longer knew, he whispered, 
"Good luck with my _sister_a€l" 

This caused the woman to scream in self-loathing and agony, "I never 
meant for him to be attacked! I just wanted him to learn a 
lesson ! " 

"Sometimes the easiest way is the _hardest_ wayaC 1 , " the man he never 
knew grunted in uncaring annoyance. 


His eyes shut slowly with a defiant glare towards the person who 



inadvertently caused his death while the words, 'I _hate_ youa€ 1 I 
_always_ havea€ 1 and I _**always will**_ for the rest of my 
* *existencea€ | ** ' 

Trees . 

A blue sky. 

Reflecting water. 

Shining yellow-green grass. 

"Ugha€ 1 is this _heavena€ 1 ?_" the young man thought, rising to his 
feet. He then realized his hospital garment was no longer on his 
body . 

He glanced at himself, finding himself garbed in a dark black leather 
body plate covered in eight segmented clear straps with crimson 
shoulder guards. His gaze shifted towards his hair, which was pitch 
black and resembled the style of Leon from the Final Fantasy Series. 
Finishing his observation, he glanced at the crimson samurai leggings 
which matched his guards and oddly comfortable plate-bottomed ninja 
tab! which covered his legs and feet respectively. 

At this time, he realized one last part of his outfit a€" his arm was 
lined with sixteen clear bracelets, each with a small indentation on 
the top. The last feature he noticed is the clear knob on his chest 
plate . 

Although in shock, he began to attempt processing his 
situation . 

Where was he? 

What could he be wearing? 

How did he get here? 

Why isn't he dead? 

Voices. One seemed to be that of a young adult male and the second a 
young woman with a slightly deep voice. 

The young adult male spoke, "I sense a life force over here. What's 
more, it seems to be weaka€ 1 yet _powerful._" 

"Don't you have to get to the Dragon Temple to meet Falzar and Elva? 
What will you do if it's _malevolenta€ 1 ?_" 

The young adult spoke in a smug tone, "You _worry_ too much. You 
don't really think I can't _handle myself_ after all we've been 
through, **right?**" 

"Noa€ 1 I suppose nota€ 1 " 

Where did he hear those names before? Falzara€l Elvaa€ 1 

Brushing himself off, the young man spotted two figures in view, at 
which he could only muster, "_Holy_ _Mother_ _Teresa_ on _**crack!**_ 
It's my _**idol!**_" 



**A/N: It took a while to decide on the age and nature of the 
character, but I've finally made up my mind. 23-year old autistic 
male . ** 


2. Meeting his Hero, part 2 
TLOS : A Human's Redemption 
Chapter 2 a€" Meeting his Hero, part 2 

It was him, in all his power and glory. Clad in an orange training Gi 
with a blue belt with his spiky swaying in the breeze. A 
semi-muscular figure and pale white skin which hid his vast reserves 
of strength. 

His idol. 

His favorite character. 


The one and only Dragon Lord Mark. 


Alongside the hero was the pitch-black dragoness whose crimson mane 
swayed in the breeze, her purple, sleek belly covered by a golden 
breastplate and her back legs covered in ornate silver leggings, both 
exquisitely designed to fit her muscular quadrupedal frame. Her six 
silvery-white horns which matched Cynder's and seven crest horns 
which ran down the back of her head gleamed imposingly in the 
sunlight . 

The wife of his idol. 

The wife of his favorite character. 


The wife of the one and only Dragon Lord Mark. 

Godith . 

"What is another _human_ doing here?" DL Mark asked quest ioningly . 

His gaze met the man, his eyes narrowing at his attire. 

Godith blacked away, fear showing in her eyes. DL Mark nodded, 
unsheathing the flaming blade from its hilt. He placed the blade near 
the man's throat with a threatening, "You have _ten seconds_ to tell 
me why you're wearing the armor matching one of the **Dragon Slayer** 
sect sa€ 1 " 


Gulping, the young man opened his mouth to speak. 
No words . 


Only whimpering. 

Mustering what courage he could, he placed his finger to his head, 
then pointing it at the head of the seething Dragon Lord. 

"He wants me to read his mind," DL Mark whispered to Godith. His tone 
became one of pondering, "Okay, if this guy is giving me _permission_ 
to read his thoughtsa€l" Without hesitation, he began to read the 



mind of the man who seemed to have relief at the words. 


Upon closing his eyes, DL Mark saw visions of things he never desired 
to see. 

He saw things that would sicken him to even think of attempting with 
his offspring. 

He saw things that would sicken most of his offspring to even think 
of attempting. 

He saw things that shocked him to the core. 

He saw things that told him this was no ordinary man. 

He saw things that told him this was no slayer. 

What he saw told him something else. 

This man was the same as him, but different. 

This man was the same as him, but with more potential. 

This man needed his help. 

**A/N: Dragon Lord Mark and Godith belong to MontecristoV 0 9 . * * 


3. Meeting his Hero, part 3 
TLOS : A Human's Redemption 
Chapter 3 a€" Meeting his Hero, part 3 

"_Mana€l_ it's not like you had a very good life before this, is it?" 
DL Mark rhetorically asked, slightly disgusted at the events he saw 
transpire before his eyes moments ago. 

For some odd reason, DL Mark's mind was slightly off-kilter, as if 
something was staying his ability to read this person's entire 
past . 

The young man shook his head, turning away. In response, Godith 
placed her head next to her husband's, motioning for him to whisper 
in her earlobe exactly what had occurred. He obliged her 
warily . 

Sickness . 

Sickness what the only idea that came to mind. 

"Marka€ 1 should wea€ 1 _adopt him?_" Godith asked quest ioningly as she 
gazed towards her beloved. 

Taken aback by this, DL Mark pondered for a moment. It was obvious 
this young man needed someone to care for him, but it was far from 
easy to raise an autistic adult with a traumatic past, let alone into 
someone with an iron will. Even with these facts, the intensely 
possibility his new potential 'son/pupil' falling into the trap of 
corruption via power deterred him from forgoing the very idea of 



abandonment . 


With a sigh, DL Mark offered his hand to the young man with a stern, 
"_Get up_. I'm **not** leaving you to become something we're all 

gonna' _regret **^**_" pis tone became wry, "Besides, I can tell 

you're not exactly the kind of guy who _can_ survive without 
* *t raining . * * " 

In return, the young man took the hand of DL Mark, rising from his 
feet . 


"Marka€ 1 will _you_ train me?" the young man asked hopefully, his 
eyes slightly shining. It was obvious he desired this from the moment 
the word 'training' was spoken. 


Sheathing his blade, DL Mark nodded with a concerned 
"You're gonna' _hide_ until the raid is over, though, 
now, but that's _useless_ if you don't know how toa€ 1 

it . " 


yet assertive. 
You have power 
well, _**use**. 


"I understand. Sensei," the young man replied with a nod. 

With a sigh, Godith motioned the young man to jump on her back with 
dry yet humorous, "_Don't_ get **used** to it." 

To take her offer, the young man climbed upon her tail with the 
thought, 'Oh, Goda€ 1 I'm glad she has those leggings ona€ 1 ' 

Upon the realization of his coordination, or lack thereof, Godith 
placed him on her back with a gentle swoop of her tail. 

"Soa€l I heard your name was Eden?" the dragoness asked in a motherly 
voice. The young man nodded slowly, whispering, "I _guess_ it is. 
There's a chance I may have been given an _**inmate number**_ if my 
'father' got his way." 

DL Mark grunted, "Hmph. The bastard actually tried to screw over his 
own _son's_ relationship just because the **woman** was twelve years 
older than him. You're an _adult_ and should be treated like one, not 
framed for a crime." 

"Chances are the monster is in _jail_ for all the shit he pulleda€l 
especially for _**that."**_ The venom in the young man's statement 
could have melted solid concrete. 


A nod was given to Eden in response along with an angry, "Hmph. If 
she comes from a family of lawyers and cops then there's a good 
chance his ass will be _**bubba bait.**_" 

The thought of the man he never knew becoming 'bubba bait' caused 
Eden to snicker. He was a firm believer in karma. It still hurt him, 
however. He left the most important things of his life behind, and it 
was likely he would never see them again. 

With this, the three took to the skies, headed for the Dragon 
Temple . 


End 
f lie . 



